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* THE rant BU 
nourable the Ladie e'M ary, 
Counteſle of Pembroke. 


<2) Ight bonorable , although I rather de- 


Je ſired to keep 1n the priuate paſſions of 
{WY my youth , from the multitude, as 
PS things vtterd to my ſelfe , and conſe- 
cratedtoftlence: yet ſeeing I was betraide by the 
mdiſcretion of a greedie Printer ,andbad fo of 
my ſecrets bewraide to the world , vncorretted: 
doub:1ng the like of the reſt, I am forced to publish 
that which I never ment. But this wrong was not 
onely doone to mee, but to him whoſe vnmatchable 
lines bane imdured the like misfortune ; Ignorance 


ſparing not to commit ſacriledge VP07 jo boly Re- 


liques.Yet Aſtrophel, flying with the wings of bis 
own fame,a bigher pitchthen the groſſ-ſt ghted Ca13 
di, CEYNC, bath regiſtred his owne name in the An- 

AL nals 


The Epiſtle 
nals of eternitie , and cannot be diſgraced, bowſo- 
ener diſgniſed. And for my ſelfe,ſeeing 1 am thruſt 
out into the worlde,and that my wnbcldned Muſe, 
is forced to apgeare ſo rawely infublique ; I deſire 
onely to bee graced by the countenance of your 
protection: wheme the fortune of our time bath 
made the hapfy and mdiciall Patreneſ'e cf the 
Muſes , ( a glory hereditary to ycur bouſe ) to pre- 


ſerue them from thoſe hidious Beaſtes , Obliuton, 


and Barbariſme. V/V/kerebyyou dee not onely poſ- 
ſeſſe.the honour of the preſent, but alſo do bindpo- 


ſterity to an ener gratefull memorie of your ver- 


tues, wherein you muſt ſuruine your ſelfe. And if 
my lines beercafter better labcured,sball purchaſe 
grace in the world , they muſt remaine the monu- 

ments of your honourable fanour, and recorde the 

zealous duetie of mee, who am vowed to your bo- 

our in all obſeruancy for ener, 


' Samuel Danyell. ' 
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TO DELIA fola, 


Sonnet I. 
Vnto the boundles Ocean of thy beautie, 
Runnes this poore Ryuer, charg'd with ſtreames of zeale: 


Returning thee the tribute of my duetie, 
Nhich heere my loue, my youth, my plaints reueale. 


Heere I vnclaſpe the booke of my charg'd foule, 
WhereT haue cat th'accounts of all my care: 
Heere haue I ſ\umm'd my ſighes, heereI enroule 
Howe they were ſpent for thee ; Looke what they are. 
Looke on the deere EXPCnces of my youth, 
And ſee how iuſt I reckon withthine eyes: 
Examine well thy beautie with ny truth, 
And crofle my cares ere greater ſummes ariſe. 
Reade it {weet maide, though it be doone but ſlightly; 


V/ho can ſhewe all his loue, doth love but lightly. 
B 1 Goe 


"A Sonnet L[T. 


 Goe wayling verſe,the Infants of my loue, 
Min erua-hike,brought foorth without a Mother : 

Preſent the image of the cares I proue, 

Witneſſe your Fathers griefe exceedes all other. 


, — 


Sigh outa ſtory of her cruel decdes, | 
With inter-rupted accents of diſpaire : : x 
A Monument that whoſoeuer reedes, 

May 1uſtly praiſe and blame my loueleſle Fayre. 

Say her diſdayne hath dryed vp my blood, 
And ſtarued you,in ſuccoursſtill denying : 


Prefleto her eyes,,nportune me ſome good, 


Waken her ſleeping pittie with your crying, 


Knock at her hard hart, beg till you haue moou'd her ; | 
 Andrellch'vnkind,how deerely I haue lou'd her. 


It 


Sooner I11. fol.z 


If fo it hap, this ot-ſp ring of my care, 
| Theſefatall Antheames, fad and mournfull Songes : 
Come to their yview,who like afflicted are ; 


Let them yet ſigh theyr owne,and mone my wrongs. 
| But vntoucht harts,with vnatfected eye, 
Approch not to behold ſo great diſtreſſe : 
Cleer-ſighted you,ſoone note what is awry, 
- Whilſtblinded ones mine errours neuer gelle. 
You blinded ſoules whom yourh and errours lead, 
| You outcaſt Eglets, dazled with your ſunne: 
| Ahyou, and none but you my forrowes read, 
|" Youbeſtcan judgethe wrongs that ſhe hath dunne. 


| That ſhe hath doone, the mot1ue of my paine 3 
Who whilſt I loue, doth kill me with diſdaine. 


& | Sonnet ITIT. 


T hele plaintiue verſe, the Poſts ofmy deſire, 
Which hafte for ſuccour to her ſlowe regarde : . 
Beare not report of any ſlender fire, 

Forginz a griefe to winnea fames rewarde. 

Nor are my paſs10ns limnd for outward hewe, 
For that no collours can depaint my {orrowes : 
Delia her ſelfe,and all the world may yvewe 
Belt in my face,how cares hath til'd deepe fo rrowes. 

No Bayes I ſecke todeck my mourning brow, 

O cleeer-eyde Rector of the holy Hill : 
My humble accents craue the Olyue bow, 
Of her milde pittie and relenting will. 
Thele lines I vſe, Cunburthen mine owne hart ; 


My loue affects no fame, nor ſteemes of art. 
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But with diſdaineto ſee me in that place : 


Sonnet V. fol.5. 


Whilſt youth and error led my wandering minde, 
And ſet my thoughts in heedeleſſe wayes to range : 
All vnawares a Goddeſle chaſte I inde, 
Diana-hke to worke my ſuddaine change. 

For her no ſooner had my view bewrayd, 


With faireſt hand, the ſweet ynkindeſt maide, 
Caſtes water-cold diſdaine vpon my face. 


Which turn'd my ſport into a harts deſpaire, 
Which ſtill is chac'd, whilſt I have any breath, 


By mine owne thoughts: ſet on me by my faire, 
My thoughts Iike houndes, purſue me to my death. 
Thoſerhat I foſtred of mine owne accord, 
Are made by herto murther thus their Lord. 


Fayre | 


6. Sonnet VT. 


Faire is my loue, and cruell as {h'ts faire ; 

Her brow ſhades frownes, although her cycs are ſunny ; 
Her ſmyles are lightning, though her pride diſpaire ; 
And her diſdaines are gall ; her fauours hunny. 

A modeſt maide, deckt with a bluſh of honour, 
Whoſe feete doetreade greene pathes of youth and loue, 
The wonder of all eyes that looke vppon her : 

Sacred on earth, deſign'd a Saint aboue. 

Chaſtitie and Beautie, which were deadly foes, 

Livereconciled friends within her brow : 

And had ſhe pittie to comoine with thoſe, 

Then who had heard the plaintsI viter now. 

O had ſhe not beene faire, and thus vakinde ; 

My Muſe had ſlept, and none had knowne my minde. 
O 


Sonnet VII. fol. 7. 


O had ſhe not beene faire and thus vnkinde, 
Then had no finger pointed at my lightnes: 
The world had neuer knowne whatlT doe finde, 
And Clowdes obſcure had ſhaded ſtill herbrightnes. 
Then had no Cenſors eye theſe Iynesſuruaide, 
Nor grauer browes haue iudg'd my Mule fo yaine ; 
No ſunne my bluſh and errour had bewraide, 
Nor yetthe world had heard of ſuch difdaine. 
Then had I walkt with bold ere&ed face, 
No down-caſt looke had ſignified my miſle: 
But my degraded hopes, with ſuch diſgrace 
Did force me grone out grietes, and vtter this. 
For being full, ſhould notI then haue ſpoken : 
My ſence opprels'd, had fail'd ; and hart had broken. 
Thou 


q Some  VHE 


Thou poore hart facrifiz'd vnto the faireſt, 
Haſt ſent the incens of thy ſighes to heauen: 
And ſtill azainſt her frownes freſh yowes repayreſt, 
And madethy paſsions with her beautie cuen. 
And you mine eyes the agents of my hart, 
Tolde the dumbe meſlage ofmy hidden griete: 
And oft with carefull turnes, with ſilent art, 
Did treate the cruell Faire to yeelde reliete. 
And you my verſe the Aduocates of loue, 
Haue followed hard the proceſle of my caſe: 
And vrg'd that tytle which dooth plainly prone, 
My faith ſhould win, if 1uſtice might haue place. 
Yet though I ſee,thatnought we doe can moue her, 


Ts not diſdaine muſt make me ceaſe to louc her. 
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Sonnet I X. fol. 9. 
Ifthis be loue, to drawea weary breath, 
Paint on flowdes, tyll the ſhore crye tothayre: | 
With downward lookes, ſtill reading on the earth ; 
The ſad memorials of my loues deſpayre. 


If this be loue to warre againſt my ſoule, 
'|- Lyedowneto waile, riſe yp to ſigh and grieue me : 


The neuer-reſting ſtone of care to roule, 

|  Stillto complaine my oriefes, and none relieue me. 
| If this be loue, to cloath me with darke thoughts, 
Haunting yntroden pathes to walle apart ; 

My pleaſures, horror, Muſique,tragicke notes, 

i Teares in mine eyes, and forrowe at my hart. 

If this be loue, to liue a liuing death ; 

 O then loueTI, and drawe this weary breath. - 

G1 


to. | Sonnet X, 

OthenloueT, and draw this weary breath, 

For her the cruell faire, within whoſe brow: — - 
I written find the ſentence of my death, 
In vnkinde letters ; wrought ſhe cares not how. 

O thou that rul'ſt the confines ofthenight, 
Laughter-louing Goddeſse, worldly pleaſures Queene, 
Intenerat that hart that ſets ſo-light, 

The trueſt loue that euer yet was ſeene. 
And cauſe her leaue to tryumph in this wile, 

Vpponthe proſtrate ſpoyle of that pooxe hart : 

That ſerues a trophey to her conquering eyes, 

And muſt theyr glory tothe world impart. 
Once let her know, ſh'hath done enough to proue me ; 
And let her pitty if (he cannot loue me. © 


Teares 


\% 
— — 
- 


Some X 1. fol. 11. 


Teares, yowes and prayers, win the hardeſt hart : 
Teares, vowes and prayers, hauel ſpent in yaine ; 
Teares cannot ſoften flint, nor yowes conuart, 
Prayers preuaile not with a quaint diſdaine. 

L loſe my teares, where I haue loſt my loue, 

L vowe my faith, where faith is not regarded ; 
I pray in yaine, a merciles to moue*” 


So rare a faith ought better be rewarded, 


Yet though I cannot win her will with teares, 
Though my ſoules Idoll ſcorneth all my vowes ; 
Though all my prayers be to fo deafe eares : 

No fauour though the cruell faireallowes. 
Yet will I weepe, vowe, pray to cruell ſhee ; 
Flint, froſt, diſdaine, weares,melts,and yeelds we ſee. 


. Sonnet XII. 


My ſpotleſſe Loue hoouers with white winges, 
About the temple ofthe proudeſt frame : 
Where blaze thoſe lightes fayreſt of earthly things, 
Which cleere our clowded world with brighteſt flame. 
M'ambitious thoughts confined in her face, 
Afﬀe& no honour; but what ſhe can gue me : 
My hopes doe reſt in limits of her grace, 
I weigh no comfort ynleſle ſhe reheue me. 
For ſhe that can my hart imparadize, 
Holdes in her fayreſt hand what deereſt is : 
My fortunes wheele's the cyrcle of her eyes, 
Whoſe rowling grace deigne once a turne of blis. 
All my lives {weete conſiſts in heralone, 


So muchT loue the moſt vnlouing One. 


Behold 


Sonnet XTIHI. 


| Beholde whathap Pigmaleon had to frame, 
| Andcaruehis propergriefe ypon aſtone: 
My heawe fortune 1s much like the ſame, 
I worke on Flint, and that's the cauſe I mone. 
For hapleſſe loe euen with mine owne deſires, 
4 I figured onthe Table of my harte: 
| The fayreſt forme, the worldes eye adnures, 


| Andfodidpenſhbymy properarte. 

ſ And ſti][Itoile, to change the marble breſt 
Of her, whoſe ſweeteſt grace I doe adore : 
Yet cannotfinde her breathe vnto my reſt, 

| Hardisherhartand woeis me therefore. 

| O happie he that 1oy'd his ſtone and arte ; 


Vnhappie I to loue a ſtony harte. 


fol.13. 


14. Sonnet. XIII L. 


"Thoſe amber locks, are thoſe ſame nets my deere, 
Wherewith my bbertie thoudid(t ſurprize:; - 
Loue was the flame, that fired me ſo neere, 

The dart tranſpearſing, were thoſe Chriftall eyes. 


Strong is the net, and feruentis the flame ; 


Deepe is the wounde, my fighes doe well report: © 


YetdoeT loue, adore, and praiſe the fame, 

That holds, that burnes, that wounds men thus ſort. 
And liſt not ſeeke to breake, to quench, to heale, 

The bonde, the flame, the wound that feſtreth ſo ; 

By knife, by liquor, or by falue to deale: 

So much pleaſe to perriſh mn my wo. 

Yetleaſt long trauailes be aboue my ſtrength, 
Good Delialoſe, quench, heale me now at length. 


..d 
4 


amt 


Sonnet. XV. fol.15, 


If that a loyall hart and faith vnfained, 
If a ſweet languiſh with a chaſt deſire: _.. _ 
If hunger-ſtaruen thoughts ſo long retained, 
Fed but with ſmoake, and cheriſht but with fire. 
And ifa browe with carescharacters painted, 
Bewraies my loue, with broken words halfe ſpoken ; 
To her that ſits in.my thoughts Tem ple lainted, 
And layes to view my Vultur-gnawne hart open. 
If Thaue doone due homage to her eyCs, 
And had my fighes ſtill tending on her name ; 
If on her loue my life and honourlyes, 
And ſhe ch'vakindeſt maide ftill ſcornes the ſame. . 
Let this ſutfice, the world yet may ſee; = 
The faults hers, though mine the hurt muſt be. 


IG, Sonnet X V i: 


Happie in fleepe, waking content to lnguiſh, 
Imbracing clowdes by night, in day time morne: 
All things I loath faue her and mine owne anguiſh, 
Pleas'd in my hurt, inur'd to liue forlorne. 

Nought doeT craue,but loue,death,or my Lady, | 
Hoarce withcrying mercy, mercy yet my merit: 

So many yowes and prayers euer made, 

That now-at lengtht'ycelde, meere pittic were it. 

But ſtill the Hydra of my cares renuing, 

Reuiues newe ſorrowes of her freſh diſdaining ; 

Still muſt I goe the Summer windes purſuing : 

Finding no ende nor Period of my payning. 
Waile all my life, my griefes doe touch fo necrely, 
Andthus I liue, becauſe I loue her deerely. 
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Sonnet 4X V LH? fol.17. 
Since thefiiſt logkethatkidmevtodry$errar; 19100)» 54 
To this thoughts:mave,to thy eonfafiontending 0D obls=% 
Still havel hu'd imgfete;nthopenterror,.:' . |. 4 
The circle of my forrowes neuet ending. SFEOCG Da, 
Yet cannotleameher loue tharh6ldes rhe hateful; | 
Her eyes exact 1t; though hethart diſdainesme : :. 
See what reward he hath thitferwes-th' a XY 
So true and loyall loue no fauour games me;: --- 
Still muſt I whet my young deſires abated, ' - | 
V ppon theFlint of fucha hartrebelhng row 33 de bod. 
And allin vaine,her pride is{oinnated, FSR 
Shee yeeldes no placearall- forpitties dw cling. oy 
Ott haue brold hevrhar miy-fouJe- 'ditlaue her;. 
And thatwith teakes,yetall: this will _ moue her. - 
| | Reſtore 


? £22 , 


18 Sonnet XVIII. 


Reſtore thy treſlestothegolden Ore, 7 +1 /- 

YeeldeCithereas ſonne thoſe Arkes of loue; NY 

Bequeath the heauens the ftarres thatI adore, _ 

And to th'Orient doethy Pearles remoue. - 
Yeelde thy hands pride vnto th'yuory white, 

T” Arabian odors gyue thy breathing fweete : 

Reſtore thy bluſh vato Aurora bright, ' 

To Thetis gyue the honor of thy feete. 


Let Venus hauethy graces, her reſign'd, 
And thy ſweet voyce giue backe yato the $ pheards: ; 


 Butyetreſtore thy fearce and cruell minde, 
To Hyrcan Tygers, and t co ruthles Beares. y 
Yeeldeto the Marble thy hardhartagaine $725; 
Soſhiltthouceaſero phgue,audI to paine. |! 
If 


Sonnet X1X. fol.19. 


If Beautie thus be clowded witha frowne; 
Thar pitty ſhynes no comfort to my blis:+ - 
And vapors of diſdainefo ouer-growne, 
That my lives light thus wholy darkned is. 

Why ſhould I more moleſt the world with cryes? 
The ayre with ſighes, the earth below with teares? 
SinceI hue hatefull co thoſe ruthleſle eyes, 

Vexing with yntun'd moane;her dainty cares. 
If Thave lou'd herdeerer then my breath, 

My breath that calls the heauens to witnes it: 
And ſtill muſt hold her deere till after death. 
And ifthat all this cannot mouea whut ; 

Yetlet her ſay thatſhe hath done me wrong, 

To vſe me thus and know I lou'd fo long, 

D 2 Come 
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Come death the Anchor:tholt-6f all my thaughts,.'! +; 


My laſt Reſort whereto my {ole appealeth;, i: - 
For all roo long on earth my fancydates,)..,i, 4 114, 


Whilſt my beſt blood NY young deſiets ſlabs; 34! Y £4 I5: ( } 


That hart is now the proſpetiueofhorror,-.i 11 
That honored hath the cruel(t faire thatlyueth:. 


The cruelſt faire, that ſees Llangwh forher, . . © 


Yet neuer mercy'to my merit giveth...» / iy, 

This is her Lawrelland her triumphes prize, . 
Totreade me downe withfoote of her diſgrace: ;' FE 
VThillt I did build my fortune wrher eyes; - 

And layde my lines reſt on ſo. faire a face.;, . 
That reſt I loſt, myloue, my life andall, 
So high attemptsto lowe diſgraces fall. 
Theſe 


— _  ——_— 


Sodato lll a. 


Theſe frrowing fgherthe Gocalywoliuin _ 91 
Theſe teares, which heate of facred flame diftils;: | 
Are theſe due tributes that my faith dafh pay: : - 
Vnto the tyrant ; whoſe vakindnes kils, .; 

I ſacrifize my youthzand blooming VECTres, . 
Ather proude feete, and.ſhe reſpeRs mot itz - .---| 
My flowre vntimely's withred with mytearesy;. © 45 
And winter woes, for fpring of youth ynfit. 44 - 77 

Shee thinkes alooke may recompence my care, 
Ando with lookes prolongs my lon o-lookteaſe: 

As ſhort that bliſle, ſo is the comfort rare, 

Yet mult that ble my hungry thoughts appeaſe. * 
Thus ſhe returnes'my hopes fo fruilefleeuer, 
Once let her louezndeede, or eye me neuer. 


=. Sonnet XXII. 


Falſe Hope prolongs my euercertaine oriefe ; _ | 
T raytours to meand faithfull to my loue: | | 
A thouſand times it promis'd mereliefe, 


Yet neuer any true effect I proue.” 
Of when I find in her no trueth art all, 
Ibaniſh her, and blame her trecherie: nd 


Yt ſoone againe 7 muſt her backe recall, 


As one that dyes without her companie. 
| Thus often as 1 chaſe my Hope from me, - 
Straight way ſhe haſtes her vnto Delias eyes: 

Fed with ſome pleaſing looke there ſhall ſhe be, 


And ſo ſentbacke and thus my fortune lyes. | 


Lookes feede my Hope,Hope foſters me in yaine ; 


Hopes are vnfure, when certaine is my paine. 


Sonnee X X1ILI. fol.23 
| Lookein mygriefes, and blame me notto morne, 

' Fromcareto carethatleades a life fo bad ; + 
Th'Orphan of fortune, borne to be her ſcorne, 


Whoſe clowded brow dooth make my daies ſo fad, 
Long are their nights whoſe cares doe neuer ſleepe, 


Loathſome their dates, whom no ſunne euerioyde: 
Her faireſt eyes doe penetrate ſo deepe, 

That thus I live both day and nizht annoyde. 

| But ſince the ſweeteſt roote dooth yeeld thus much, 


Her praiſe from my complaint I may not part: - 

Tloue thee for that the cauſe is ſuch, 

Ile praiſe her face, and blame her flintie hart. :-' - 
Whiſtchar we make the world admireat vs, 
Her tor dildaine,and mefor lomng thus. 


a 
DO; VA 


24. Sonnet ... XX LIT1. 

Oft and yaine my rebel thoughts haue yentred,; 0.1 
To ſtop the paſlageof my yvanquiſht hart, 1 be nh 
And ſhut thoſe waies my friendly foe FI 1001 
| Hoping thereby to free myDexer part. : 1: bo hwol:; : Wavy 
And whilſtI oarde theſe windowes of -his Om 


Where1nyliarts thiefeto vexe me; made her choios, TE! 


And thether all my forces doe tran{port; bt :9g9 fiend na if 
An other paſſage opeis athetyoices}, OP 'L 
Her youce betrayes meto her haudand SE; 3 211k 1 
My freedomes ty rafts congquefing all by arte 3553 «1-5 
But ah, what clory can (he getthereby, | "4 CASTE 
With three ſuchpowers to plague,one:{ly hart. ./-':: : [ 
Yet my{oules-oueraigne, fiace Lmuſt raſigre 3.1. 
Pane? 1 w_ Pom toue. _—_ are hie: | 


Raigne 


CO 


—— _ 


NOR 
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Sonnet X XV. fol.25. 


Raigne in my thoughts fare hand, ſweete eye,rare voice, 


Polleſſe me whole, my harts triumucrate: 
Yetheauic hart to make ſo hard a choiſe, 
Ofſuch as ſpoyle thy poore afflicted ſtate. 

For whilſt they ſtrive which ſhall be Lord of all, 
All my poore life by them is troden downe : 
They all ered their Trophies on my fall, - 

And yeeldeme noueht that giues them their renowne. 

Vihen backeT looke, I ſigh my freedome paſt, 
And waile the ſtate wherein I preſent ſtande: 

And ſee my fortune euer like to laſt, 

Finding me rain'd with ſuch a heawie hand; - 
What can doe butyeeld,.and yeeld I doo, 

And ferue all three, and yetthey {poyle'me too. 


—— _ 
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CI Sonnet XX V l. 


Whilſt by her eyes purſu'd,my poore hartflew it, 

Into the facred boſame of my deercſt: 
She there in that feet ſanctuary ſlew it, 
Where it preſum'd his fafetie to be neereſt. 

My priuiledge of faith could not protect it, 
That was with blood andthree yeeres witnes ſigned: 
In all which time ſhe neuer could fufpett it, 
For well ſhe ſaw my loue, and how I pined. 

And yet no comfort would her brow reuecale me, 
No lightning looke,which falling hopes ereceeth : 
What bootes to lawes of ſuccour to appeale me? 
Ladies and tyrants,neuer lawes reſpedtcth. 

Then there Idye,where hop'd Ito haue lmen ; 
And bythat hand,which better might haue giuen. 


Sonnet XX VII. fol.27. 


Still in the trace ofrny tormented thought, 
My cealeleſſe cares muſt miartch onto my death: 
Thy leaſt regarde too deerely haue I bought, 
Who to my comfort neuer deign'ſt a breath, 
Why ſhould ſt thou ſtop thine cares now to my cryes, 


| Whole eyes were open ready to oppreſſe me? 


Why ſhutr'ſt thou not the cauſe whence all did riſe, 
Or heare me now, and ſeeke how to redreſſe me. 
Iniurious Delia, yet Ile loue thee ſtil}, 
Whilſt that I breath in ſorrow of my ſmart: 
He tell the world that 1 deſeru'd but ll, 
And blame my ſelte forto excuſe thy hart. 
Then indge who finnes the greater of vs twaine: 


I in myloue,or thou in thy diſdaine. 


281 -- Sonnet XXVTIIT. 


Oftdoel muſe, whether my Delias eyes 
Are eyes, or els two faire bright ſtacres that ſhine : 
For how cou'd nature ever thus deuiſe, 
Ofearth on earth a ſubſtance ſo divine. 
Starres ſure they are, whoſe motions rule defires, 
And calme and Tempeſt followe their aſpeQs: 
Their ſweet appearing {till ſuch powre inſpires, 
That makes the world admire fo ſtrange effects. 
Yet whether fixt or wan dring {tarres are they, 
Whoſe influence rule the Orve of my poore hart: 
Fixt ſure they are, but wandring make me ſtray, 
In endles errors whence I cannot part. 
Starres then,not eyes, moue yet with'milder view, i 
Your ſweet aſpect on him that honours yow. /-+ | ' 
To 
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Sonnet XXX1. ſol.29, 
To ME © 


Like as the ſpotleſle Ermelin diſtreſt, 
Circumpaſs'd round with filth and lothſome mud: 
Pines in her griefe, impriſoned in her neſt, 

And cannot iſſue forth to ſecke her good, 

So I inuiron'd witha hatefull want, 

Looketo the heauens, the heauens yeelde forth no grace,” 
I ſearch the earth, the earch I finde as skant, 
I view my ſelfe, my ſelte in wofull caſe. 

Heauen nor earth will not, my ſelke cannot worke - 
A way through want to free my ſoule from cars: 
ButI muſt pine, and in. my ping lurke, .' 
Leaſtmydadilbokes bewray:me- howl1 fare. ;'---., 

My fartunemantled witha clowdse-s bane: 

: (Thus ſhades my life ſo long as wants endure, 


ne | Sonnee XXX | 


My cares draw on mine cucrlaſting night, | 


In horrors ſable clowdes ſets my hues ſfunne: | 
My liues ſweet ſunne, my deereſt comforts light, 
Will riſe no more to me,whoſe day 1s dunne. 


I goe before ynto the Mirtle ſhades, 
To attend the preſence of my worlds Deere: 


And there prepare her flowres that neuer tades, 


And allthings fit againſt her comming there. 1 
If any aske me why ſo ſoone I came, | 
[le hide her finne,and lay it was my lot, 
In life and death Ile tender her good name, | 
My life nor death ſhall neuer be her blot. 
Although this world may ſeeme her deede to blame: 
Th' Eliſean ghoſts ſhall nener know the ſame. 
nh The 
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Sonnet XXXI1. fol.31. 


The ſtarre of my miſhap impos'dthis paytung,” 
To ſpend the Aprill of my yeeres in wayling, - | 
That neuer found my fortune but in wayning, 
With ſtill freſh cares my preſent woes aſlayling, 

Yet her I blame not,though ſhe might hane bleſt me, 
But my deſires wings fo high afprring ; | 


' Now melted withthe ſunne thathath poſleſt me, 


Downe doel fall from oft my high deſiring. 
And in my fall doe cry for mercy ſpecdie, 
No pittying eye lookes backe vpon my mourning : 
No helpe I find when now moſt fauour neede I, * + 
Th' Ocean of my teares muſt drowne me burmng, 
And this mydeath hall chriſken her anew, 
 Andgiue the cruel Faireherritle dew. | * 


22. Sonnet XXI1l. 


Rayſing my hopes on hilles of high defire, 
Thinking to skale the heauetrof her hart : | 
My lender meanes preſum'd too high a part ; 
Her thunder of diſdajne forſt:me retire ; 
And threw mee downe to paine 111 allthis fare, 
Where loeT anguiſh in ſo heauie ſmart, . . 


Becauſe th'attempt was farre aboue myart:-' '- 
Her pride brook'd not pooreſfoules ſhold FRO nyc had 
Yet I proteſt my high al! pyring wall, | 7 +25 
Was not to diſpoſleſſe her of her right Tet 


Her ſoueraignty ſhould have remained {ill,.. 
T onely ſought the bliſſe ro. hauc herGght,; Þ. ce © | 
Her fight contented —— IH 70RD: FO 


Fram'd my deſires h r Eyesto kill,.!. . 
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{| Soanee NNNUIL ws 


O why doth Delta credite ſo her glaile, EOSE CET 

' Gamzngher beautie deign'd her by the Skyes: - : 

And dooth not rather looke on him(alas) 

Whoſe ſtate beſt ſhewes the force of murthering eyes. 
The broken toppes of loftie trees declare, 

The fury ofa mercy-wanting ſtorme: 


And of what force your wounding graces are, 


Vppon my ſelte you beſt may finde the forme. 
| Then leaue your glafle, and gaze your felfe on mee, 
That Mirrour ſhewes what powre is in your face : 

| To view your forme too much, may daunger bee, 
Mi arciſſus chang'd t'a flowre in ſuch a caſe. 
Andyouare chang'd, but not t'a Hiacint ; 

I feare your eye hath turn'd your hart to flint. 


24. Sonnet XXXTFII. 


I once may ſee when yeeres ſhall wrecke my wronge,' 


When golden haires ſhall chaunge tofiluer wyet :'- 

And thoſe bright rayes, that kindle all this fyer 

Shall faile in force, their working not ſo ſtronge. 
Then beautie, now the burthen of my.ſong, 

V7hoſe glorious blaze the world dooth fo admire; 

Muſt yeelde vp allto tyrant Times defire : | 


Then fade thoſe lowers which deckr her pride lo long. - 


When ifſhe grieue to gaze herin her glaſle, 
Which then preſents her winter-withred hew ; 
Goe you my verſe, goe tel her what ſhe was ; 
For what ſhe was ſhe beſt ſhall finde in you. 
Your firte heate lets not herglorie paile, 
But Phenix-like ſhall make her live anew. 


[1 
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Sonnet. XXXV.," * fol:35. 
Looke Delia how wee ſteeme the half-blowne Roſc, 

The 1mage of thy bluſh and Summers honor: 

Whilſt in her tender greene ſhe doth inclole 

The pure fweete beautie, Time beſtowes vppon her. 
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No ſooner ſpreades herglorie in the ayre, 
| But ſtraight her ful-blowne pride is indeclining ; 


| Shethenisſcorn'd that late adorn'd the fayre: 


Soclowdes thy beautie after fayreſt ſhining, 

| No Aprill can reuiue thy withred flowers, 
Whoſeblooming grace adornes thy glory now : 
Swift ſpeedy Time, feathred with flying howers, | 
Diſſolues the beautie of the faireſt brow. 

O let not then ſuch riches waſte in vyaine ; 
But-loue whilſt that thou maiſt be lou'd againe. 


26 Sonnet XXXVYVYTI. 

But loue whilſt that thou mailt be lou'd againe, 
Now whilſt thy May hath fll'd thy la ppe with flowres ; 
Now whilſt thy Beautie beares without a ſtaine ; 

Now vie thy Summer ſnules, ere winter lowres. 
And whilft thou ſpread'ſt vnto the ryſing ſunne, 
The faireſt flowre that euer ſawe the light : | 
Nowe ioye thy time before thy ſweete be dunne, 
And Delia, thinke thy morning muſt have night. 
And that thy brightnes ſets at length to weſt, 
When thou-wilt cloſe vp that which now thou fhoweſt: | 
Andthinke the ſame becomes thy fading beſt, 
Which then ſhall hide it moſt, and couer loweſt. 
Men doe not wey the ftalke for that it was, - | 
When once thy finde her flowre, her glory paſſe. 
When 
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Sonnet "A. X.XV IL . folz7. 
VVhen men ſhall finde thy flowre, thy gory path, 


Andthou with carefultbrow fitting alone: 
Reccued haſt this meflage from thy glaſle, 
That telles the trueth, and faies that all is gONE,. 
Freſh ſhalt thou ſee in mee the woundes thou madeſt, 
Though ſpent thy flame, in meethe heate remayning: 
I that haue lou'd thee thus before thou fadeſt, 
My faith ſhall waxe, when thou art in thy —_— 
The world ſhallfnde this myracle? in mee; : 7 
That fire can burne, when allthe mattet's ſpent : 
Then what my faith hath beenethy ſelfe ſhalt ſee, 
And thatthou waſt ynkinde thou maiſt repent. , | 
Thou maift repent, that thou haft ſcorn'd my teares, 
When winter fnowes vpponthy golden heares. 
| F 3 When 


8. . Sonnet. XXXVIIL 


V Vhen winter ſnowes.vpporithy golden heares; | 


And froſt ofage hath nipt thy flowers neere:* 
When darke ſhall ſeeme thy day thatneuericleares, 
Andalllyes withred that-was held fo deere. 


Thea take this picture which I heare preſentthee, | 


Limned with aPenſill not allyaworthy : 

Heere ſee the gittes that God and nature lent thee; - 

Heere read thy felfe, and-what I ſuffted tor thee. 
This may remainethy laſting monument, ' 

Which happlilie poſteritie may.cheriſh:. 

Theſe collours with thy fading are not ſpent ; _ 

Theſe may remaine, when thouand I ſhall periſh. 


Ifrhey remaine, then thouſhalks hue thereby; + 


They will maine and fo thou canſtnot dye. 


— er 5 comm end Rh, _—_— 
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| Doe teele mine inward heate as great I know t: 


Sonner: XXXIX. 


Thou canſt not dye whilſt any zealeabounde 


fol.z9. 


In feeling harts, that caniconceiue theſe limes. / 1 oh 09 


Though thou a Laura haſt no Petrarch founde; 
In baſe attire, yet cleerely Beautie ſhines.. *' 
And I, though borne withinza colder clime; 


He neuer had more faith, although morerime, 


I loue as wellthough he could better ſhow't. - © 


But I may ad one featherto thy fame, . * 
To helpe her flight throughourthe fayreſt Ile : 
And if my. penne could more.inlarge thy name, 
Then ſhoulditrhou hue in an immorrtallfttle. 

For though that Laura better limned bee, 
Sutfice, thou ſhak belou'd as well as ſhee.. 


F 


4o Sonnet XL. 


O be not origu'd that theſe my. papers ſhould, 
Bewray yntothe world how faire thouart:, -- 
Or that my wits haue ſhewed the beſt they coulde, 
The chaſteſt lame that cuer warmed hart, 74: 

Thinke not ſweete Delia, this ſhallbe thy ſhame, - 
My Muſe ſhould ſound thy praiſe with mournefull warble: 
How many hue, the glory of whoſe name, 

Shall reſt in yce,when thine is grau'd in Marble. 

Thou maiſt inafter ages liue eſteem'd, 

Vanburied in theſe lines reſeru'd in purenes ; 

Theſe ſhall intombe thoſe eyes, that haue redeem'd 

Me from the vulgar, thee from all obſcurenes. 
Although my carefull accents neuer mou'd thee ; 
Yetcount it no difgrace that Thaue lou'd thee. 
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Sonnet X LI. - fokan 


Delia, theſe eyes that ſo admireth thine, on 


Haue ſeene thoſe walles the which ambition reared, - 

To checke the world, how they intombd haue lyen 

Within themſelues ; and on them ploughes haue cared. 
Yet found I that no barbarous hand attaynde, 

The ſpoyle of fame deſeru'd by vertuous men: 

Whoſe glorious actions luckely had gainde, 


Th'eternall Annals of a happie pen. | 
Why then though Delia fade,let that notmoue her, 

Though time doe ſpoyle her ofthe fayreſt yaile 

That cuer yet mortallitie did couer ; | 

Which muſt inſtarre the needle and the Rayle, 


That grace,that yertue,all that ſeru'd t'in-woman ; 


Dooth thee ynto eternitie allommon. 


Al Sonnet X L1E. 


Faire and louely maide, looke from the ſhore, 
Seethy Leander ſtriuing in theſe waues: 
Poore ſoule quite ſpent, whoſe force can doe no more, 


Now ſend foorth hopes, for now calme pittie ſaucs. 
And waftehim to thee with thoſe louclie eYEs, 

A happy conuoy to a holy lande: | 

Now fhew thy powre, and where thy vertue lyes, 

To fauethyne owne ſtretch out the faireſt hand, 
Stretch out the faireſt hand a pledge of peace, 

That hand that dartes ſo right and neuer miſſes: | 

Ile not reuenge olde wrongs, my wrath ſhall ceaſe ; 


Forthat which.gaue me woundes, Ile gwe1t kiſles, 
Onceletthe Ocean of my cares findeſhore, 


That thou be pleas'd, and I may ſigh no more. 


Sonnet XL [1I. 


Reade in my face a yolume 6fdeſ payres, 
The wayling Iliads of my tragicke wo; 
Drawne with my blood, and printed with my cares, 
Wrought by her hand that 1 haue honour'd fo. 


Who whilſt 1 burne, ſhe fings at my ſoules wrack, 


tol.43. 


Looking a loft from Turret of her pride: 


There my foules tyrant ioyes her, inthe ſack 

Other owne ſeate, whereof 1 made her guide. 

[ There doetheſe ſmoakes that from afthiction ryle, 

| Serueasan incenſe to a cruel| Dame: 

A'Sacrifize thrice gratefull to her eyes, 

Becauſe their powre ſerue to exact the ſame. 

Thus ruines ſhe, to ſatisfie her will ; 

The Temple, where her name was honour'd ſtill. 


44. Sonnet XLILTIL. 


My Cynthia hath the waters of mine eyes, | 
The ready handmaydes on her grace attending : 

That neuerfall to ebbe, nor euerdryes, 
For to their lowe ſhe neuer graunts an ending, 

Th'Ocean neuer did attende more duely, 

Vpon his Soueraignes courſe, the nights pale Queene: 
Nor paide the impoſt of his waues mote truely, 
Then mineto her in trueth haue euer beene. 

Yet noughtthe rocke ofthat hard hart can moue, 
Where beate theſe teares with zeale,and fury dryueth : 
And yetl rather languiſhin her loue 
Then I woulde ioye the fayreſt ſhe that lyueth. 

I doubt to finde ſuch pleaſure in my gaying, 


As nowel tafte in compaſle of comp layning. | 


—_ "Vas. are vn ports - 


Sonnet XLV. fol.45. 


Howe long hall I in mine affliction morne, 
A burthen to my ſelfe, diſtre(s'd in minde: 
When ſhall my interdicted hopes returne, 


From out def; payre wherein they liue-confin'd. 

When ſhall her troubled browe, charg'd with diſdaine, 
|" Reuealethetreaſure which her ſmiles mpart : 
 Whenſhallmy fayth the happineſle attaine, 

To breake the yce thathach congeald herhart. 

Vato her ſelfe, her ſelfe my loue dooth ſommon, 


(If loue in her hath any power to moue: ). 
And let her tell me as ſhe ts a woman, _ 
Whether my faith hath-not deſeru'd her loue. 


| I knowe ſhe cannot but mult needes confeſle it, 


IN ———— 
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Yerdeignes not with one ſimple ſigne t'expreſle it. 


Beautie 


4.6 Sonnee XLVI. 


Beautie,ſweet loue, is like the morning dewe, 
Whoſe ſhort refreſh vpponthe tender greene: 
Cheeres for a time but till che Sunne doth ſhew, 
And ſtraighttis gone as ithad neuer beene. 

Soone dooth it fade that makes the fayreſtfloriſh, 
Shortisthe glory of the bluſhing Role : T 
The hew which thou(o carctully dooſt nouriſh, 

Yet which at length thou muſt be forc'd to lole. 

When thou ſurcharg'd with burthen ofthy yeeres, 
Shalt bend thy wrinkles homeward to the earth : 


 Whentime hath madea paſport for thy teares, 
Dated in age the Kalends of our death. 


Butah no more, thys hath beene often tolde, 
And women grieue to thinke they muſt be olde. 


| .Sonnet ALVIL fol. 47. 


I muſt not grieue my Loue, whoſe eyes WO uld reede, * 


as ——— 


Lines ofdelight, whereon her youth might ſmile : 
Flowers haue a time before they come to ſeede, 
And fhe is young, and now mult ſport the whule. 
Ah ſport {weet Maide in ſeaſon of theſe yeaTres, 
Andlearneto gather flowers before they wither: 
And where the fweeteſt bloſſomes firſt appeares, 
| Letloueand youth condudthy pleaſures thither. 


Lighten foorth ſmiles to cleere the clowded ayre, 
And calmethe tempeft which my ſighes doe rayſe: 


|, Pittie and ſmiles doe beſt becomethe fayre, 
Pittie and ſnuwles ſhall yeeld thee laſting prayſe. 
I hope to ſay when all my griefes are gone, 


Happiethe hart that ſigh'd for ſuch a one. 
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48, Sonnet XLVIII. . 


Prawne with th'attractiueyertueof her eyes, 
My toucht hart tarnes it to that happie coſt: 

My 1oytull North, where all my fortune lyes, 
The leuell of my hopes defired moſt.-- 


There where my Delia, fayrer then the ſunne, 
Deckt with her youth whereon the world now ſmileth : 
loyes in that honour which her beauty wonne, | 
Theeteroall yolume which her fame compyleth. 

Floriſh fayre Alb:on,glory of the North, 
Neptunes darling helde betweene his armes: 
Deuided from the world as better worth, 

Kept for himſelfe: defended trom all harmes. 
Still let difarmed peace decke her and thee ; 
And Muſe-foe Mars, abroade farre foſtred bee. 


_ — 


Sonnet X L IX. 


Care-charmerſleepe, ſonne of the Sable night, 
Brother to death, in ſilent darkneſſe borne: 
Relicue my languiſh, and reſtore the light, 

With darke forgetting of my cares returne, 

And let the day be time enough to morne, 
Theſhipwracke of my ill-aduentred youth : 

Let waking eyes ſuffice to wayle theyr ſcorne, 
Without the torment of the nights vntruth. 

Ceaſe dreames, th'ymagery of our day deſires, 

To modell foorth the paſsions of the morrow : 


| Neuer let ryſing Sunne approue youlyers, 


To adde more griefes to aggrauate my ſorrow. 
StilHlet meſleepe, imbracing clowdes in yaine ; 
And neuer wake to feele the dayes diſdaine. 


fol.4.9. 
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50, 1 Sonnet ; $4 


Let others fins of Kiri 7s aad:Palladiaes, ' 
In zed accents, and yntimely words : 
Paint {hidowes 1n imaginary lines, 
Which well the reach of their high wits records; 
But I muſt ſing of thee and thoſe tayre eyes, 
Autentique ſhall my verſe in time to come, 
When yet th'ynborne fhall ſay, Ive where ſhe lyes, 
Whoſe beautie made him ſpeake that els was dombe. 
Theſe are the Arkes the TrophiesI erect, 
That fortifie thy name againſt olde age, | 
And theſe thy facred/yertues muſt protect, MENT 
Againſt the darke and times conſuming rage. Eo L 
Though terror of my-youth they ſhall diſconer,;; - 
Sutfice,they ſhewT liu'd and was thy louer. __ i. 


Like 1. 


Sonnet LT. fol. 51. 


Like as the Lute that ioyes or els diſlikes, : 
' Asis hisartethat playes vpon the fame: SF WW | 
So ſounds my Mule according as ſhe ſtrikes, 
On my hart ſtrings high tun'd ynto her fame. | | | 
Her touch doth cauſe the warble of the ſound, 
Which heereT yeeld in lamentable wie, 


A wailing deskant on the ſweeteſt ground, 

| Wholeduereports giue honourto her eyes. 

| Elharſhmyſtile, yntunablemy Muſe, 

Hoarce ſoundes the voice that prayſeth not her name : 
It any pleaſing reliſh heerel ſc, 

Then iudge the worlde her beautie giues the ſame. 


O happie ground that makes the muſique ſuch, 
And blef]ed hand that giues ſo ſweete a touch. 


52 Sonnet LIT. 


None other fame myne ynambitious Muſe, | 
Aﬀeted euer but t'eternizethee : 

All other honours doe my hopes refule, 
Which meaner priz'd and momentarie bee. 

For God forvid I ſhould my papers blot, 
With mercynary lines,with ſeruile pen: 
Praying vertues in them that haue them not, 
Baſely attending on the hopes of men. 

No no my verſe reſpes nor Thames nor Theaters, 
Nor ſeckes it to be knowne ynto the Great: 

But Azoz rich in fame,though poore in waters, 

Shall have my ſonge where Delia hath her ſeate. 

 4uonſhallbe my Thames, and ſhe my Song ; 
Ile ſound her name the Ryuer all along, 


Vnhappy 
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Sonnet LIIT. fol.53. 
Vnhappie pen andill accepted papers, 


Thar intimatein vaine my chaſte deſiers, 


My chaſte defires the euer burning tapers, 
Inkindled by her eyes celeſtiall fiers. 
Celeſtiallfers and vnreſ; pecting powers, 


That deigne not viewe the glory of your might: 
In humble lines the worke of carefull howers, 
The facrifice I ofter to her ſight. 

But ſith ſhe ſcornes her owne;, this reſts for me, | 
Ile mone my ſelte, and hide the wrong I have: _ 
And fo content me that her frownes ſhould be Ul. 
To my 'infant ſtile the cradle, and the graue. | 
What though my ſelfe no honour get thereby, 
Each byrd fings therſelfe,and ſo will I. 


5loe Sonnet LIIII. 


Loe heere the impoſt ofa faith vnfayning, | 
That loue hath paide,and her diſdaine extorted : 
Beholde the meſſage of my iuſt complaining, 
That ſhewes the world how much my griete imported, 

Theſe tributary plaints fraught with deſire 
Iſendethoſe eyes the cabinets of loue ; 

The Paradice whereto my hopes aſpire, 
From out this hell, which mine afflictions proue. —# 

Wherein I thus doe liue caſt downe from myrth, | 
Penſiue alone, none but diſpaire about mee ; 

My ioyes abortive, periſht at their birth, 
My careslong liu'de, and will not dye without mee. 
This is my ſtate, and Delias hart is ſuch ; 


I ſay no more, I feareI ſaide too much. 


FINTIS. 


An Ode. 


Nowe each creature ioyes the other, 
P:(sing happy dayes and howers : 

One bird reports vnto another, 
Inthe fall of filuec ſhowets, 

W hilſt the earth our common mother, 
Hath her boſome decker with flowers, 


V Vhilſt the orcateſt torch of heauen, 


VVith bright rayes warmes Floras lappe : 


Making nights and dayes both euen, 
Checring plants with freſher ſappe - 
My field of lowers quite bereauen, 
V Vaats refreſh of better happe. 


Eccho daughter of the ayre, 
Babbliag gheſtc of Rocks and Hills, 
Knowes the name of my featrce Fayre, 
And ſoundes the accents of my ills: 
Each thing pitties my diſpaire, 
. VVhilſt thar ſhe her Loner kills, 


V'Vhilſt that ſhe O cruell Maide, 
Doth me, and my loue deſpiſe : 
My lives florith is decayde 
T har depended on hereyes : 
But her will muſt be obaide, 
And well k&endes for loue who dyes. 


FINIS. 


fol.55. 
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THE COMPLAYNT OF fel57. 
ROSAMOND. 
O V T from the horror of infernall deepes, 

My poore afflicted ghoſt comes heere to plaine it: 

Attended with my ſhame that nenerleepes, - _—/ 
Theſf pot where with my kinde, and youth did ſtaine it : [lf 
My body found a graue where to containe it, 

A ſheete could:hide my face, but hot my ſin, 
For Fame findes neuer tombe t'incloſeit in. 


| Andwhichis worſe, my fouleis now denyed, | f 
Her tranſport to the (weet Eliſtan reſt, _— 
The toytull bliſſe for ghoſts repurified, | (| 
Th'euer ſpringing Gardens ofthe bleſt, | 
|” Caron denies me waftage with the reſt. 
And fayes my ſoule can neuer paſſe the River, þ 
| Till louers ſighes on earth ſhall it delwer. -1 i 


So ſhall I neuer paſſe; for how ſhould I 2” | 
Procure thys ſacrifice amongſt the wing? 1 
Time hath long ſince worne out the memorie, | 
Both of my life, and lives vnwuſt depriung: 

| Sorrow for meis dead for aye reuming; 

| ' Roſamond hath little left her but her name, ' 


And that diſgrac'd, for time hath wrong'd the ſame. 
I No 


a8 >: [+ ; [The complaint | 
| No Muſe ſuggeſts the pitty of my caſe, 


Each penne dooth ouerpaſſe my mwſt com plaint, 


Whiltt others are preferd,though tarre more baſe : 


Shores vvite 1Sgrac'd, and patſes for a Saint ; 

Her Legend mftifies her foule attaint ; 
Her wel-told tale did ſuch compalsion finde, 
Thar ſhe is paſs d, and Iam left behind. 


VVhich " with griefe,my eas choſt, 


(Whilome inueſted in o fairea vaile, 


VVhich whilſt it liu'd) was honoured ofthe moſt, p 


And being dead, giues matter to bewaile) 

Comes to ſollicit tice, ſince others faile, 
Totakethis taske, and in thy vyofull ſong 
To forme my caſe, and regiſter my Wrong. . 


Alchough I keow thy iuſt lamenting Muſe, 
Toyldintiaffliction of thine owne diſtreſſe, 
In others cares hath, little time to vſe, 
And therefore maiſt eſteeme of mine the leſle: 
Yetas thy hopes attend happy redreſſe, 
Thy 10yes depending on a womans grace, 
So motie'thy minde a wofull womans cafe. 


of Roſamond. fol.59. 
| Deliamay hap todeygneto read ourſtorie,.. | - ©... 

) Andofterypherſighamong the reſt, | 

Whoſe merit yyould ſutfice for both ourglorie, 

| Wherebythoumight'{t be grac'd, andI bebleſt; 

| Thatindulgence would profit methe beſt ; 

Such powre ſhe hath by whom thy youth is lead, 
To1oy the liuing and to bleſſe the dead. 


So I through beautie made the wofull'ſt wight, 
By beautie might haue comfoit after death: 

{ Thatdy ng fayreſt, by the faireſt might 

| Findelife aboue on earth, and reſt beneath: 

She that can bleſſe vs with one happy breath, 
Gwe comfort to thy Muſe to doe her beſt. 

| That thereby thou maiſt ioy, and I mightreſt. 


Thus faid : forthwith mou'd witha tendercare. 
 Andpittie, vyhich my ſelfe could neuerfind: 
What ſhe defir'd, my Muſe deygn'd to declare, 
| And therefore, will'd her boldlietell her mind: 
| And I more willing tooke this charge alsignd, 
Becauſe her grietes were yvorthie to be knowne, 


And telling hers, might hap forget mine owne, 
I z Then 


60. The complaint 


Then write quoth ſhee the ruine of my youth, 
| Report the down-fall of my ſlippry ſtate: 
_ Ofall my lifereucale the ſimple truth, 
To teach to others, what I learnt too late: 
Exemplifie my frailtie, tell how Fate 
Keepesin eternall darke our fortunes hidden, 
Andere they come to know them tis forbidden. 


For whilſt the ſun-ſhine ofmy fortune laſted, 

I 1oy'd the happieſt warmth, the {weeteſt hear 

That euer yet imperiousbeautie taſted, 

I had what glory cuer fleſh could get: 

But this faire morning had a ſhamefull ſer ; 
Difgrace darkt honour, ſinne did cloude my brow, 
As note the ſequel,and Ile telithee how, 


The blood I ſtaind was goadand of the veſt, 

My birth had honour and my beautic fame : 

Natureand Fortune ioyn'd to make me bleſt, 

Had I hadgrace thaue knowne to vſethe fame: 

My education ſhew'd from whence I came, 
Andall concur'd to make me happie turſt, 
That ſo great hap nught make me more accurſt, 


Happy 


of Roſamond. 


Happy liu'd I whilſt Parents eyedid guide, 

The indiſcretion of my feeble Wayes: 

And Country home kept me from being eyde, 

Where beſt voknowne 1 ſpent my Pm. dayes ; 

Till that my friendes mine honour ſoughtto rayle, 
To higher place, which greater I. "2 veeldes, 
Deenung ſuch beauty was vnfit for feeldes, 


fol.6t. 


From Country then to Court Iwas preterr 'd. 
From calme to ns from ſhore into the deepes: 
There where l periſh'd,where my youth firſt err'd ; 
There wherel loſt the Flowre which honour keepes; 
There where the worſer thriues,the better weepes ; 
Ah me poore wench, onthis vuhappy ſhelte 
I grounded me,and caſt away my ſelfe. 


For thither com'd, when yeeres had arm'd my yourh 

With rareſt proofe of beautie euer ſeene: 

When my reuyung eye had learnt the truth, 

Tharir had powreto make the winter greene, 

And Jowre aftetions whereas none had beene: 
Soone could Tteach my brow to tyrannize, 


And makethe world doe homage to nune eyes. 
I 3 For 


62] -: - The complaint 

For ageI ſaw, though yceres with cold conceit, 

C ongeald their tho ughts againſt a warme defire: 

Yet fig their want, and looke at ſuch a baite, 

I awe how youth was waxe before the fire : 

I ſaw by ſtealth,I fram'd my looke a lire, 
Yet well perceiu 'd how Fortune made me then, . 
The enuy of my ſexe, and wonder ynto men. 


Looke how a Comet atthe firſt appearing, 
Drawes all mens eyes with wonder to beholde it: 
Or as the ſaddeſt tale at ſuddaine hearing, 
Makes ſilent liſtning.ynto him that tolde it: 
Sodid m y ſpeech mw rabies did vnfold i it ; 

So id the blaſing of my bluſh appeere, 


T*amazethe world, that holdes ſuch ſights ſo deere. 


Ah beauty Syren, fayre enchaunting good, 
Sweet {lent rethorique of perſwading eyes : 
Dombe eloquence,whoſe powre doth mouethe blood, 
More then the words,or wiſedome of the wile: 
Still harmonie, whoſe diapaſon lyes 
__Withina brow, the key which palstons moue, 
To rawſh ſence, and play a world in love. 


What 


== 


—— 


of Roſamond. fol. 63. 


What might I then not doe whoſe powre was ſuch? _ 
What cannot women doe that knowe theyr powre? 
What women knowes it not(l feare too much) - 
How bliſſe or bale lyes in theyr laugh or lowre 2. | 
Whiltt they enioy their happy blooming flowre, 
Whilſt nature decks her with her proper fayre (tlarye. 
Which cheeres the worlde, joyes each fight, (Weetens 


Such one was I, my beautie was mine owne, - - |. 
No borrowed bluſh which banck-rot beauties ſecke : 
The newfound-ſhame, a ſ{inne to vs vnknowne, . 
Thradulterate beautie ofa falſed cheeke: -- 
Vilde ſtaine to honor and to women eeke, 

Seeing that time our fading muſt detec, 

Thus with defed to couer-our defect. - | 


Impiety of times, chaſtities abator, — _ 
Falſhood, wherein thy ſelfe, thy ſelte denieſt : 
T reaſon,to counterfeit the {eale of nature, 
The ſtampe ofheauen, impreſled by the hyeſt. 
Diſgrace vnto the world, to whom thou lyeſt, 
Idoll vnto thy ſelte, ſhame to the wile, 
And all that honours thee 1dolatriſe.. | 


Farre 


64.  Thecomplaint 


Farre was that ſinne from vs whole age was pure, \ 

When ſimple beautie was accounted belt, \ 

The time when women had no other lure | 

But modeſtie,pure cheekes,a vertuous breſt : 

This was the pompe where with my youth was bleſt ; 
Theſe were the weapons which mine honour wunne 
Inall the conflitts which mine eyes begunne, 


| 
Which were not ſmall, I wrought on no meane obict; | 
A Crowne was at my feete, Scepters obaide mee : | 
Whom Fortune made my King, Loue made my Subied, | 
Who did commaund the Land, moſt humbly praid mee: 
Henry the ſecond, thatſo highly weigh'd mee, 
Found well by proofe the prunledge of Beautie, 41 
That ithad powre to counter-maund all ductie. 


For after all his vitories in Fraunce, 

Tryumphing inthe honour of his deedes: 

Vnmatch'd by ſword, was vanquiſhtby a glaunce, | 

And hotter warres within his boſome breedes : 

\Warres whom whole Legions of defires feedes, \ 
Againſt all which my chaſtity oppoſes, 

__ Thefie!deofhonour, yertue neuer loſes. 


_ Vultur ambition feeding on hys lyuer, WO 


| For that ſome croſle ſtill counterchecks our luck : 


of Rokmend:  fol.6s 


No armour mizhtbe tounde that could defend, 
Tranſpearcivg rayes of Chriſtall-pointed eyes: 
No ſtratagem, no reaſon could amend, 
No not his age ; yet old men ſhould be wiſe: 
But ſhewes deceiue, outward appearancelyes ; 
Let none for ſeenung fo, thinke Saints of others, 
Forallare men, and all haue ſuckt theyr Mothers. 


Who would haue thought, a Monarch would haue ever 
Obayed his handmaid of ſo meane aſtate ; 


Age hauing worne his pleaſures out of date: 

But happe comes neuer orit comes to late, 
For ſuch a dainty which hys youth found nor, 
Vnto hys feeble age dyd chance alot. 


Ah fortune, neuer abſolutely good, 


As heere beholde th'incompatible blood, 

Of age and youth was that whereon we ſtuck: 

Whoſe lothing, we from natures breſts doe ſuck, 
As oppoſite to what our blood requires ; 


For equall age doth equall like deſires. 
K. Bur 


66. The complaint 
Bat mighty men in ligheſt honor ſitting, | 
Nought butapplauſe and pleaſure can behold: 
Sootli'd in their king) carelelle what is fitting, 
May nor be ſuffred once to thinke the'are old; 
Not truſting what they ſee, but what is.rold. 


Mi arkble fortune to forgero farre,. | 
The ſtate offleſh,and what our frailties are. 


Yet mult I needes excuſeſo great defe, 
For drinking of the Lethe of mine eyes: 
His forc'd forget himſfelfe, and ail reſpect 
Of maieſtie # his ſtate relyes: 
And now of loues, and pleaſures muſt deuiſe. + 
For thusreuid'd againe, he ſerues and ſ{u'th, 


And ſeekes all meanes to Vi_n my youth.. 


Which neuer by affaulthe could recouer, 
So wellincamp'd in ſtrengrh of chaſte deſires: 

My cleane-arm'd thoughts repell'd an vnchaſt louer, 
The Crowne that could commaund what it requires, 
Hefler priz'd then chaſtiries attires, 

Th'vnſtained vaile, which innocents adornes, 


Thi vnzathred Roſe, defended with the thornes. 


of Roſamond. 


And ſafe mine honorſtoodrill thatin truth, 
5  Oneotmy lexe, of place, and nature bad: 
| Wasſetinam buſh to intrap my youth, 
' _ Oneinthehabit of like trailry clad, 
One who the liu'ry of like weakenes had. 
| A ſeeming Martrone, yet a ſinfull Mouſter, 
| As by her words the chaſter ſort may conſter, 


fol.67 


| Sheeſet vpon me with the ſmootheſt ſpeech, 

| ThatCourtandage could cunningly deuie: 
Th'one aurentique made her fit to teach,. 

| The otherlearnt her how to ſubteliſe: 

| Both wereenoughto circumuent the wile. 

A document that well may teachthe ſage, 
That there's no truſt in youth, nor hope1n age, 


Daughter (faith ſhe) behold thy happy chaunce, 

That haſt the lot caſt downe into thy lap, 

Whereby thou maiſtthy honor great aduaunce, 

Whilſt thou (vnhappy) wilt not ſee thy hap: | 

Such fond reſpe&trhy youth doth fo inwrap, 

l T'*oppole thy lelfe againſt thine owne good fortune, 


| That points thee out,and. ſeemes thee to 1mportune. | 
K z Poolſt 


68. The complaint 
Dooſlt thou not ſee how that thy King thy Ione, 


L1zhteas forth glory on thy darke eittate: 
And ſhowres downe gold and treaſure from aboue, 
Whilſt thou dooſt ſhut thy hp againit thy fate: 
Fye fondling fie, thou wilt repent £00 late 
The e;ror of thy youth; that canſt not ſee 
What is the fortune that dooth follow thee. 


Thou muſt not thinkethy flowre canalwaies floriſh, 
And that thy beantie will be ſtilladnured : 
But that thoſe rayes which all theſe flames doe nouriſh, 
Canceld with Time, will have therr date expyred, 
And men will ſcorne what now 1s ſo deſired: 
Our frailties doome 15 written in the flowers, 
Which floniſh now, and fade eremany howers. 


Reade in my face the ruines of my youth, 
The wrack of yeeres vpon my aged brow : 
T haue beene fayre, I muſt conteſle the truth, 
'And ſtoode vpon as nice reſpects as thow ; 
T loſt my tyme, and I repent it now; 

But were I to beginne my youth againe, 

EF would redeemethe time I ſpent in vaine. 


But 
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ofRolamond. folds. 


But thou haſt yeeres and pruuledge to vſe them, - | 
Thy priuiledze doth beare beauties great {eale: 
Beſides the law of nature doth excuſe them, 

To whom thy youth may haue a wſt appeale : 
Eſteeme not fame more then thou doolt thy weale, 


Fame, wherof the world ſeemes to make ſuch choyce: : 


Is but an Eccho, and anidle voyce. 


Then why ſhould this reſpe&of honor bound ys, 

In th'1maginary liſts of reputation? , 

Titles which cold ſeucritie hath found ys, 

Breath ofthe vulgar, foe to recreation : 

Melancholies opinion, cuſtomes velation 
Pleaſures plague, beauties ſcourge, belt to the fayre, 
To leaue the ſweet for Caſtlesin ads ayre. 


Pleaſure 1s telr,opinion but conceau'd, 
Honor, a thing without vs, not our owne : 
Whereot we ſee how many are bereau'd, 

Vhich ſhould haue rep'd the glory they had {owne, 
And many haue it, yet vaworthy knowne. TR 
So breathes his blaſts this many-headed beaſt, 

ae: the wiſeſt have eſteemed leaſt, 
K 3 


70 The complaint 


The ſubtile Citty-women better learned, 
Eſteeme them chaſt enough that beltſeeme fo: 
Who though they ſport, {hall not be diſcern cd, 
Their face Crates not what their bodies doe ; 
Tis warie walkingrhat doth ſaflicſt gOC. 


With ſhew.of vertue, as the cunning knowes, 


Babes are beguild with {weetes, and men with ſhowes, 


Then vle thy tallent;youth ſhall be thy warrant, 
And let not honor from: thy ſports detract: 
Thou mult not fondly thinke thy ſelfe tranſparent, 
That thoſe who ſee thy face can 1udze the fact ; 
Let her haue ſhame thatcannot clotely act. 

And ſceme'tthe chaſt, which is the chiefeſt arte, 


For what we ſeeme each ſee, none knowes our hart, 


The mighty who can with ſuchſinnes diſpence, 
In fteed otſhame doe honors great beſtow : 
A worthy author doth redeemeth'offence, 
Ard L ma kes the ſcarelet finne as white as ſhowe. 
Fhe Maieſtie that doth deſcend fo low, 

Is not defilde, but pure remaines therein : 


And being facred, fanctifies the fin. 


of Roſamond. fol. 715 


What, dooſt thouſtand on this, thathe is olde, 
II Thy beauty hath the more to worke vpon:. 
Thy pleaſures wantſhall be ſupply'd with gold. 
Cold age dotes moſt when the heate of youth is gone: 
Enticing words preuaile with ſuch a one, 

Alluring {hewes moſt deepe impreſsion {trikes, 
dis For age 1s proneto credite what it likes. 


| Heereinterupt{heleauesme.in a doubt, 

| VVhen loebeganthocombatinmy blood: 

| Seeing o my youth inuirond round about, 

| Theground yncertaine where my reaſons ſtood ; 
Sal my defence to make my party good, . 

| Againſt ſuch-powers which were ſo ſur ely TY 
To ouerthrow a poore ynskiltullmayde. 


| - Treafbn was in my bones my ſelfe conſpyring, _ 
To ſell my ſelfe to luſt, my ſoule to finne:. 
Pure-bluſhingſhame was euen 1n renring, 
Leauing the ſacred hold itglory'd in. 
Honor lay proſtrate for my fleſhto win, 
When cleaner thoug hrs my weakenes can vpbray ; 


Againſt my ſelte, —- ſhame did force me lay. 


OO VER 


Tz |: The complaint 


Ah Roſamond, what doth thy fleſh prepare, 

Deſtruction to thy dayes,dearh to thy tame: 

V Vil thou betray thathonor held with care, 

T' intombe with black reproch a ſpotted name, 

Leaun? 3 thy bluſh the collours otthy ſhame... 
O pening thy feete to ſinne, thy ſoule to luſt, 
Graceleſſe to lay thy glory in the duſt. 


Nay fulſt let th'carth gape wide to ſwallow thee, 
And ſhut thee vp in boſome with herdead: 
Ere Serpent temptthee taſte forbidden tree, 
Or feele the warmth of an ynlawfull bed : 
Sufftrinz 7 thy ſelte by lu luſt ro be miſled ; 
So to dilg racc thy {elfe and grieue thine heyres, 
That Clifords race ſhould ſcorne thee one of theirs. 


Neuer wiſh longer to intoy the ayre, 
Then that thou breath 't the breath of chaſtitie : 
Longer then thou preſeru '{t thy ſoule as faire 
As 1s thy face, free from 1 impuritie: 
Thy face that makes th'admired in euery eye: 
Where natures care ſuch rarmes 1nroule, 
Which vs 'd amiſſe, may {erue to damne thy "9 
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of Roſamond,  tol:73 


But what? he is my King and may conſtraine me, 
VVhether [ yeeld or norl liue detamed : 

The world will thinke authority did gaine me, 

I ſhall be 1udg'd hys loue,and fo be ſhamed: 
Weleethe fayre condemn'd,that neuer gamed. 


Anditl yeeld, tis honorableſhame, 
It not,T hue diſgrac'd, yet thought the lame, 


What way 1s left thee then vnhappy Mayde, 
| Whereby thy ſpotleſſe foote may wander out 
; | :  Thysdreadfull danger, which thou ſeeſt is Jayd, 
| Wherein thy ſhame doth compaſſe thee about? 
| Thy ſimple yeeres cannot reſolue this doubr. 
| Thy youth can neuer guide thy foote fo euen, 
Burt in deſpight ſome ſcandall will be given. 


| Thus ſtood I ballanc'd equally precize, 

1 Till my fraile fleſh did weigh me downeto finne: 

| Till world and pleaſure made me partialize, 

And glittering pompe my vanity did winne ; 

| Whento excuſe my fault my luſts beginne, 

| And impious thoughts alledg'd this wanton clauſe, 


That though I ſinn'd, my ſinne had honeſt cauſe, 
L:; SO 


"1c The complaint 
So well the golden balles caſt downe before me, | 
Could entertaine my courſe, hinder my way: 
VVhereat my rechleſſe youth ſtooping to ſtore me, 
Loſt me the gole, the glory, and the day. 
Pleaſure had ſet my wel-Skoold thoughts to play, 

And bade me vſethe vertue of mine eyes, 
For [weetly itfacs rhe faire to wantomle. 


Thus wroughtto fin, ſoone was I traind from Court, 
Toa lſolitane Grange there to attend: 
The time the King ſhould therher make reſort, 
VPherc he loues long defired-worke ſhould ende. 
Thether he daily metlages doth ſend, 
vvith coſtly 1ewels orators of loue : 
vvhich (ah too well men kaow) doe women mone, 


The day before the night of my defeature, 

He greets me witha Casket richly wrought: 

So rare, that arte did ſeemeto ſtrive with nature, 

7” exprſle the cunning work-mans curions thought ; 

The miſtery Likercot! prying ſouzhr. 

__ And found enerauen onthe iddeaboue, 
Arymonehow ſhe with Neptune ftroue. 


Amymone 
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of Rolamond. fol-75 
Amymone old Danausfayrelt daughter, 0 99 
As ſhe was fetching warter all alone | 
Ar Lerna: whereas Neptune came and caught her, 
From whom ſhe ſtriu'd and ftrugledto be gone, 
Beating the ayte with cryes and pittious mone. 

Butall1n vaine, with him ſh'is forc'd to goe: 

Tis ſhame that menſhould yſe poore maydens ſo. 


T here might I ſee deſcribed how ſhe lay, 

At thoſe proude feete, not fatil-fied with prayer: 

Wayling her heauy hap, curſing the day, 

In act ſo pittious to expreſle diſpaire: 

And by how much more greeu'd,ſo much more faire; 
Her teares vpon her cheekes poore carcfullgerle, 
Did ſceme azainſt the ſunne chriſtall and pelle. 


Whoſe pure cleere ſtreames, which loe ſo faire appeares, 
Wrought hotter flames,O myracle ofloue, | 
That kindles fire in water, heate inteares, 
And makes negleed beauty mightier proue: 
Teaching afflicted eyes aftes to moue ; 

To ſhew that nothing 1ll becomes the fayre, 
But cruelty, that yeeldes vnto no prayer. 

| LE z 


6. The complaine 

Thys hauing viewd,and therewith ſomething moued, 
Fizured Tfound within the other ſquares: F 
Transformed Io, Toues deerely loued,. | 
In her affliction how ſhe ſtrang]y fares, 
Strangely diſtreſs'd, (O beauty borne to cares) 
Turn'd to a Heiffer, kept wyth tealous eyes, 
Alwaies in danger of her hatefull ſpyes. 


Theſe preſidents prefented to my view, 
Wherein the prefage ofmy fall was ſhowne : 
Myght haue fore-warn'd me well what would enſue, - - /\. 
And others harmes haue made me ſhunne mine owne ; ©. 
But fate ts not preuented though fore-knowne. 

For that muſt hap decreed by heauenly powers, 

Who worke our fall, yet make the faultſtillours, 


Witnes the world,wherein is nothing rifer, 

Then miſeries vnkend before they come : 

Who can the characters of chaunce diſcipher, 

Written in clowdes of orr concealed dome? 

V Vhich though perbaps haue beene reueald to ſome, 
Yet that ſo duubrfull as ſucceſfe did proue them, \j 

 Thatmen muſt know they haue the heauens aboue the. -- | 


I 


| 
jj 


of Roſamond. fol.77. 

I aw the finne wherein my foote was entring, | 

I ſaw how that diſhonour did attend it, | 

I ſaw the ſhame whereon my fleſh was ventring, 

Yet had I notthe powre for to defend it ; 

Soweake is ſence when error hath condemn'd it. 
Ve ſee what's good,and thereto we conſent ys, 
But yet we chooſe the worſt,and ſoone repent ys. 


And now I cometo tell the worſt of ilnes,. 
Now drawes:the date of mine affliction neere: 
Now when the darke had wrapt vpallinſtilnes, _ 
And dreadfull black, had diſpoſlels'd the cleere, 
Com'd was the night, mother of ſleepe andfeare, 
Who with her ſable mantle friendly couers,. - 
The lweet-ſtolne ſports, of ioytull: meeting Louers.. 


When loe I ioyde my Louer, notmy Loue, _ 
And felt the hand of luſt moſt yndefired: _ 
Enforc'd th'ynprooued bitter ſweet to-proue, 
Which yeeldes no mutuall pleaſure when tis hyred.. 
Loue's not conftrain'd,nor yet of due required, 
Ird-;e they whoare vnfortunately wed, 
© Whattis to come vntoaloathed bed. 


L 3 But 


18; - Thecomplaine 
But ſoone his age recetu'd his ſhort _—_—_ vieneli A 
Andſleepe ſeals! vp tus languifhing deſires: Sen 
V Vhen he turnesto hysreft,l to repenting,/;.. - Jl cial | 
Lato my ſelte my waking 7 thought retires : = 
My nakednes had prou 4 my ſences liers. 
Now o pned were mine eyesto looke thercin, 
For fitſt weraſte the fruie,then ſee our fin. 


Now did Ifind my ſelfe vnparadis'd, Wife no 
From thoſe pure Sides of my lo cleane beginning: 
Now I perceiu'd how il} I was aduis'd, ci 5 VE oh 
My fleſhgan loathe the new-felt touch of ſinning: EM 
came leaues vs by degrees,not at firſt winning, 

For nature checks a anew offence with lothing : 

But vie of finne doth make it ſeeme as nothing. 


And vſe of ſinne did worke in me a boldnes, 
And loue in him, incorporates ſuch zeale: 
That icalofic. increas'd with ages coldnes, 
Fearing to looſe the toy of all his weale. 

Or doubting tine his ſtealth might els reticale, 

His driven to demiſe ſome ſubtile way, \} 
How he might ſafclieſt keepe ſo richa pray. 


_ of Roſamond. _ folog 
A ſtately Pallace he forthwith did buildez— 


Whole intricate innumerable waies, 


With ſuch confuſed errorso beguil'd 


"'Th'vnguided entrers with vncertaineſtraies, 


And doubttullturnings kept them in delayes, 
With bootleſle labor leading them about, | 


Able to find no way, nor in, nor out. 


Within he cloſed boſome of which frame, 
That ſeru'd a Center to that goodly round: 


'\ Werelodgings, with a gardento the'ſame, 


With ſweeteſt flowers that eu'r adorn'd theground. 
Andall the pleaſuresthat delight hath pon 
Teentertaine the ſence of wanton eyes, 
Fuell of loue, fromwhenceluſts flames ariſe. 


Heerel inclos'd from all the world a ſunder, 

The Minotaure of ſhame kept for diſgrace: 

The monſter of forrune,and the worlds wonder, 

Liu'd cloyſtred in fo deſolate a caſe: 

None but the King mught come into the place. 
Vith certaine-maides that did —_ my n ecde, 


 Andhe himſclt ecame guided byathreed. 


Lo. Thecomplaint 


O Tealouſie, daughter of enuy'and loue, 
Moſt wayward iſſue of agentle Syer ; Dt ? 
Foſtred with feares,thy Farhers ioyes t'improue, 
Myrth-marring Monſter,borne a ſubtilelyer ; 
Hatcfull vnto thy ſelte,flying thine owne delire : 
| Feeding vpon ſuſpect that doth renue thee, 
Happy were Louers itthey never knew thee, 


T hou haſt a thouſand gates thou entereſt by, 
Conducting trembling paſsions to our hart, | 
Hundred eyed Argus, euer-waking ſpy, þ 
Pale hagge, infernall fury, pleaſures ſmart, | 
Enuious Obſeruer,prying 1n euery part ; 
Suſpicious,fearefull,gazing ſti]l about thee, 
O would to God that loue could be without thee, 


Thou didft depriue (through falle ſuggeſting feare) 

Him of content,and me of libertie : 

The onely goodthat women hold fo deare, 

And turnſt my freedome to captuuty, 

Firſt made a Priſoner,ere an enemy : 
Enioynd the raunſome of my bodies ſhame, 1 
V Vhich though I paid could not redeemethe ſame. 

_ What 


of Roſamond. fol. 


_ VHhatgreater torment euer could have beene,' - 
? Then to inforce the faire to live retired)? 
For what is Beauty it it be not ſeene, 
Or what is't to be ſeene ynleſle admired? - 
And though admyr'd,vnleſlein loue defired? 
Neuer were cheekes of Roles,locks of Amber, 
Ordayn'd to liue impriſondina Chamber. 


Nature created Beauty for the view, 
Like as the fire for heate,the Sunne for li ioht: 
/\ TheFairedoe hold this priuiledge as * 
| By auncient C -harter, to live meſt in fight, 
Ard ſhe that is debarr'd it,hath not right. | 
In vaine our friends tn this vſe their dehorting, 
For Beauty will be where 1 is moſt reſorting, 


Witnes the fayreſt ſtreetes that Thames doth viſite, 
The wondrous concorrle of the glittering Faire: | / 
For what rare women deckr with beauty i is 1t, I 
That thether couets not to make repayre. 
The oltary Country may not ſtay her, 
1 Heereis the center of all beauties beſt, _ 
Exceptng Delia, [:ft to adorne the Welt. 
M. Heere 
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& The complaint. 


Heere doth the CYRUS with judicial _ 
Cot itempl ate beauty glariouſly atered ; | 
And heerein all our chieieſt glory lyes, 
To hue where weare prais and malt def} md. 
O how we toy to ſee ourſelues admnured, .. 
Whilſt nigeardlyour fauours we AiGanes. | 
We loue tobe belou d,yet {corne the Lover, 


= 2 


Yet would to God my foate had neyer = "= 
From Countrey "9A the fields of reſts. ne bel 
To know the danger to-be highly layed; - PTS 
And hue in pompe to braue among the beſt 
Happy for me, betterhad.I beene beſt ; 

If I vnluckilhadnever fraide : 7” 

But liu' dat home ahappy Country ds... 


Whoſe affected i innoccnqtetiunks. | [+ 

No guiletull traude,asdoth the Courtly-huerz - - .- + © 1 

She's decks with trueth,the River br" drinks. _ 

Dothſerue her for her glaſſe;her counſelt giver ; 

She loues fincerely,and is ued ever. Fd 
Her dayes are peace;and fo ſhe ends her br wok. ) 
True life that knows not what's to dic till death. | 

So- | 


| 
[ 
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of Rbſnocil; 


So ſhould l neuerhace bend teviſtre, | 
Inthe blacke booke of the vaforrmare; -* © MY 3s 
Nor had my name enrold withMaydes aſked,” 
Which bought theyrpleaſuresat fo Nie a rate. 
Nor had 1 taught through m y vntappy fate, - 
Thys lefſon-which my: Gl learnt with EXPENCE, 
How moſt ir hurts that moſt delightsthe ſerice.” 


Shame followes ſinne, diſgrace isduly: glare, 

Impiety will out, nener focloſelyidoones '* 

No walles carthide vs from the eyes.of "= 

For ſhame muft end-what wickedneſſe begun: 

Forth breakes reproch when we eaſt thinke chereor: 
And this is ever proppervms Courts: 
That nothing can be doone tit Farne reports, 


Fame doth explorewhatlyes moſt fecrete hidden, 
Entring the clofet ofthe Pallace dweller: 
Abroade redealins what 1 is moſt forbidd hn, 
Of truth and falſhood beth an equall teller: © © 
Tisnot aguard can ſerie fortoexpel[her, - 

The ſword of iſticecannot cutre her w ings, 

Nor ſtop hermouth from vtt' ring ſecrete things. 


M 2z 


And 


34... + The complaint 
And this our ſtealth ſhe could nor long conceakey** 
From her whom1uch a forfeit moſt concerned : 


That ſhe the whole of all our practiſe learned; 

And watchtatyme when leaft itwas diſcerned, 
In abſence ofthe King,to wreake her wrong, 
With ſach Feuenge as ſhe-delired long. 


The Laberinth ſhe entred by thatthreed, 
That ſeru'd a condud tomy abſent Lord: 


Where ſhe ſurpriz'd me whom ſheſo. abhord. 

Enrag'd with madnes;ſcarce ſhe ſpeakes a word, 
Bur flyes with eger furie to my face, 
Oftringme molt. vnwomanly diſgrace. 


Looke how a Tygre flethat hath loſt her _— 
Runs fearcely raging through the woodsaſtray 
And ſeeing her ſelfe depriu' dof hope or _—_ 
Furioufly affaules what's in her way,  .- 
Toſati-fie her wrath,not for a pray: _ 

So fellſhe on me in outragious wile, 


As can difdaine and ates deuile. - 


The wronged Queene, who:could fo cloſely FR tees 


Leftthere by chaunce,reſeru'd for ſuch a lads, lj; - 


She torc'd me:take. the poyſon ſhe-had brought :-- | 
To end the life that had her ſo abuſed, - - 
And free her feares,and caſe her jealous. thong. 


No cruelty her wrath would leaue vawroughht, - ney ot 7 


No ſpightfull act that to revenge'ts common : 
Forno beaſt fearcer then a iealous woman: 


Thoſe hands that beauties miniſters had. Ding, Ye 


Muſt now giue death,thats meadornid of late: ©; -:i. * 
That moutkrthat newly gaue: conſentto-ſin;: | ' fb, 
Muſt now receue dclhinndtiond in there-at.. 
That body. which my luſts did violate, - -; 

Moſt acrificeirſelfer 'appeaſe the wrongs. 

So ſhorcis pleakire, olorylaſts not longs :. J 


The poyſonſoone difperc'd through all ny vaines, 
Had diſpoflelsd myluing fences quitez: { 
When naught reſpecting, death thelaſt of paynes, * - | 
Plac'd his pale collours, the'nfigne of his might, ; 
V pon his new-gotſpoyle before his right ; 
Thence chad my loule, ſetting my day erc noone, 
When [ leaſt thought my toyes could. en] fo ſoone. 


And afterall her vile pin Cs TOs. f PR” 
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86: The complaint 


And as conuaid t'vntin fimerals,: - 1 21197 1:1; ViaoRc Db: 
My ſcarce cold'co/e nottitfired: jongevfiig:. bane? <A2 J 
Behold theKing (bychaunce):retarmog, + iT: 
T' incounterwiththeſame GN; -* 45M 
Ashe repairdto fee his deere[t ioy. por ln ton yore ol 


Notthinking fuchameeting could haheeg, 
To ſee hisloue, and ſeeing beenewvnſeche; « 


Iudge thoſe whom-chaunte depriues of 2 ——_ wrealure,” 
What tis to loſe dthing wehold ſo'deeret: i'r 0t tc | | 
The beſt delight;zwheretiourfouletakes plalre, ; | 
The ſweet of life,charpenetrates ſoneate: : % + | 
VVhat paſsions feelesthathart,riforc'd tobears. | 
The deepe impteſcion offo trangea ſight? 
Tongue, pengtior arte, canneuer ſhew a right.” : 


Amaz'd he ſtands, norvyoicenor body: as: 
VVords had no paſſage, tear-sno ie found: :-' .. 
For ſorow-fhatyp wordswrath kept im fearrs; ii 12 

Confus'd affeiseachother doe confound : LE ls | 

Oppreſs'd witheriefe his paſſions had no ade: Wont: 

Strivin> to tell hy s woes, wordeswould inot come; { 

For light cares (| prakegwhen mightygricte,/are dombe. 

*. At 


At length extrequicigihreakes RRAWIRs.. 


Through which th/jnapriſaged voice. with teares avende, | 


V7ayles out a ſound that lorrowes, doe bewray: 

With armecs a.crofle and eyes to heauen bended, 

Vaporing out ſighes that tg theskyes aſcended; 
Sighes, thi poore caſe calamity. affoords, 


Which ſeras for: ſpeech when ſorrow, My ork 


'O heauens (quath he) why dae mine eyes behold, 


The hatefu] rayesof this vohappy: ſonne?.. >. 
VVhy haue1 light to.ſge my. Hnnesconto "I 
V/Vith blood of mine qwns ſhamerhus vildly FR 
How can my ſight;enduxeto,logketthereon? - - -., ; 
VVhydathnat blackeieternall Sarbanes 
That fron mine-oyss my ham cannot abide? .. 


. 
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What ſaw my life, wherein myſqule mightioy?_ 

What had myidaies,, whom troubles ſtall lid; > 

But onely this,to cQUALeTPOAIZeAnnoy, .._. 

This toy, this hope, which death hath interdit ed: 

This ſweet, whole loſe hath all diftreſſe inflicted. . | 
This that did feaſonall my.ſowre of life, —_ 
_ Vext ſtill ax home wichybroyles,abroede 1m arife... 
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88 The complaint 

Vext ſtill at home with oo arte” * 
Diſtruſt atboord, ſuſpedting ſl mylite, 119) 
Spendiag the night in hotror, dayes 1n dred; 4 

S uch life hath Tyrants,and thys lifeI led. - 


 Thele myleries goc mask If ny »littering ſhowes, |" 
Dy ith wiſemen ſee,the vulzar lytte: knowes. ''\ 


Thus as theſe paſsions doe him ouer-whelme, 

He drawes him neeretviy body to beholditt ''' i- 

Ardasthe Vine maried ofiathe Elme' 5" 7 51 2 

With ſtri&timbraces, ſo doth heinfoldit; © 

And as he in hys carefull armes doth hold it, 
Viewing the face that euen deathicommends, 


Pittifull mouth (quoth he) that lining gaueſt; 
The ſweeteſt comfort that my ſoule could wiſh: 
O beit lawfull now,that dead thou haveſt, : 
 Thys forrowing farewell ofa dying kiſſe. 
And you faire eyes, containers of my blifle, 
Motiues of loue, borne to be matched neuer? 
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Entomb din your ſweet circles ſleepe for euer. 


Piſſention in my blood, iarresin mybed';; FSH); 


On ſenceleſſe lips, millions of kyſles ſpends. a7 
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of Roſamond. . 
Ah how me thinksI ſee death debring ſceekes, 


Ta entertaine it ſelfe in. loues fweet ces... 
Decayed Roles of diſcoloured 2; 6h 
Doe yet retaine deere notes of formet grace: 
And ougly death fits faire within her face ; 


Sweet remnants. reſting of yermillion red, 
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fol.89 


That death it {elte,doubts whether ſhe be dead. 


Wonder of beauty, olureceme theſe plaints, 
The obſequies,the laſt that. I ſhall makethee: -- 
For loe my ſoule that now already faints, - | 


(That lou'd thee living,dead will not forſa ke thee:) 


Haſtens her ſpeedy courſe to over-take thee. + 
Ile meete my death,and free my ſelfe thereby, 
Forah what can he doe that cannotdie 2. 


Yet ere die, thus muck my-foule dooth vow, 


Reuenge ſhall weeten- Jak with eaſe of minde: : 


AndI will caufe poſterity ſhall know, 
How fairethou wert aboue all women —_ 
And after ages monuments ſhall find, 
Shewing thy beauties tle not thy name, 
Roſe of the —_—_ that fiyeetned ſo the ſame. 
N. 


go. The complaint 
This fayd, though more defirousyertto lay, 


(For ſorrow is vnwilling to giue ouer) 
Hedoth repreſſe what griefe would els bewray, 
Leaſt that too much his paſsions might daſcouer: 
And yetreſpect ſcarce bridles ſucha Louer. 
So farre tranſported that he knowes not whether, 


For loue and Maicſty dwell it rogether. 


Then were my funerals not long deferred, 

But doone with all the rites: pom pe could deuiſe: 

At Godftow, where i my body was interred, 

And richly tomb! 'din honorable wiſe. 

Where yet as now ſcarce any note deſcries, 
Vntotheſetimes, the memory of me, 


Marble and brafle (o little laſting be. 


For thoſe walles which the credulous deuour, 
And apt-beleeuing 1 Ignorant did found : 

With willing zeale that never call din doubt, 
That time theyr works ſhould euer ſo confound, 
Lye like confused heapes as 'vnder-ground. 

And whatthcirignorance eſteem'd ſoholy, 
|-The wiſer ages doe account as folly. 
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of Raſimonil, fol.g9k. 


And yvere1t notthy fauourable lynes, 


| | ' Re-edifiedthe wrack ofmy decayes: _ Res 
| Andthatthyaccents willingly afsignes,  _— A 

'  Somefartherdate,and giue me longer daies, 

| Few inthisage had knowne my beauties praiſe. 

5 But thus renewd by fame,redeemes ſome time, - 


Till other ages ſhall negle&thy rime. 


Then when confuſion in her courſe ſhall bring, 
\\ Saddelolation onthe timesto come: 
V'Vhen myrth-leſle Thames ſhal haue no Swan to ſing, 
All Muſique filent,and the Muſes dombe. 
And yet euenthen it. muſt be known to ſome, 
That once they floriſht, thoughnot cheriſht ſo, 
And Thames had Swannes as well as euerPo. 
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| 
But heere an end, I may no longer ſtay thee, | 
I muſt returne tattend at Stig1an flood: | | 
Yet ere I goe,this one word morel pray thee, 
T'ell Delia now her ſigh may doe me good, 
y And will her not the frailty of our blood. 
| And it I pafle vnto thoſe happy banks, 
Then ſhe muſt haue her praiſe,thy pen herthanks. ' 
= Nz 


SO 


92.  Thecomplaine 
,  Sovaniſhtſhe, and left:meto a”: Batting 
|  Toproſecutethe tenor of my woes: 117 rf by ff. 
" FErernallmatter for my Muſe tomourne, -- | h 
But ah the world hath heard too nuich of thoſe, | 
_ My youth ſuch errors muſt nomoredifclole. | 
Ile hidethe reſt; and x gricue for whathath beene,:: 
Who made me known,mult make.me hue yalcene. 
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